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One 


"Why? WHY is everything always so unfair!" Kirk exclaimed. 
"Here we go again," Lars muttered to Jason. 


First, our peanut plantation is ravaged by ferocious squirrels," Kirk continued in a sufficiently loud enough 


voice to make sure his companions couldn't avoid hearing him. "Then, we have to go out in the burning sun to 


hunt for them". 

Jason nodded to Lars, seriously and gravely. 

"And now..we haven't seen a single squirrel to shoot! Kirk finished on a high-pitched note of indignation 
"They're probably raiding the peanut plantation as we speak," Jason said helpfully. 

‘Jason! Thats not funny!" Kirk huffed. "Joking about the misfortune of my poor peanut plantation". 


"Kirk, will you stop going on about your nuts!" said Lars. "How are we ever supposed to.hey! What's that?" 


"A squirrel?" Jason raised his rifle. 


"Not unless they're 6 feet tall with blond hair," Lars replied. He squinted into the distance, hazy from the heat. 


"It's James with..a wagon, | think". 

The three guys headed towards the lone figure, who seemed to be doing something with said wagon. As they 
approached, the scene became clearer. Various tools were littered around the wagon, plus a metal bucket of oil 
stood nearby. A sheet, covered in what looked like a complicated diagram was spread out on an old workbench. 
James, his hair tied back in a ponytail was pouring what smelt like paraffin into a small beer keg. 

"James! What happened?" Lars exclaimed, hurrying over to his friend. 

James put the container down. "I dunno. What did happen?" 

"| dunno either, thats why l'm asking you". 

Jason intervened. "What Lars means is..what are you doing?" 

"Oh". James glanced at his wagon, then at his friends. "Well, it's a secret". 

‘Oh, please tell us," begged Kirk. 

"Kirk! Didn't | just say it was a secret," James growled. 

"But..but, we're you're friends," Kirk said, putting on his best hurt expression 

"Yeah and you must want to tell us," Lars reasoned. "Otherwise, you wouldn't have said it was a secret. You'd 
have just made up some bullshit story, like you were trying to build a self-propelling wagon’. He nudged Jason 
"Right Jase?" 

"Uhhh." said Jason. He had noticed that James looked less than happy. 

"So, will you tell us," Kirk wheelded. 

James scowled. 

"Exactly why is a self-propelling wagon bullshit?" 


"Oh hell" Lars stared at James, taking in fully all the equipment around him. "You really are making one!" 


"The trouble will you guys is that you've got no imaginations!" James snorted, 


"James..you're nuts!" Lars sais, part sceptical, part impressed. 


James grinned, picking up on the slight suggestion of being impressed. He was rather pleased that his friends 


knew of his new idea because that meant he could now talk about it. 
"Seel it will revolutionise the world,” James said. "It ll be the greatest invention since the wheel". 


Jason walked around the wagon, curious to see how it had been modified so far. Kirk looked round for squirrels. 
Lars frowned. 


"But James," he said. "What will you use it for?" 

"For going fast, of course!" said James. 

"Horses already go fast," Lars pointed out 

"Yeah but you need to feed horses," James countered. "And water them. And they shit everywhere" 

"JAMES!" Kirk cried, shocked. "Horses are cute!" 

"Did | say that they weren't? Oh, ugh, look now - you nearly made me act mushy’ 

"Kirk's contagious," Jason supplied. "You hang around him too much, you'll start cooing over litte furry animals". 
"Except squirrels," added Lars. 


Kirk pouted. 


Two 


"Really, you guys, you have to think this out," James said. "Self propelling wagons would be awesome! No water 


stops, less money spent on hay, no horse shit everywhere’. 

What will it run on?" Jason asked. 

James scratched his chin. "I'm not sure yet. Maybe paraffin’. 

"But that's flammable," said Kirk. "What if it exploded and killed you?" 

"I'll store the paraffin in a flame-proof container". 

"But if its in a container, how will you make it power up the wagon?" 

"With a system of pipes. Flame-proof ones," James added before Kirk could respond. 
"Where will you get the pipes from?" Lars asked. 

James shrugged. "| dunno. The blacksmith can make me some’. 

"That sounds like it may be expensive," Lars mused. "Much more expensive than hay". 
"Shush!" said James. 

"Especially if they're flame-proof". 

"Ugh, stop being so negative!" James glared at Lars. 

‘lm trying to help," Lars insisted. "| have a head for business". 

"Yeah, one that | shall be tempted to punch if you don't." 

"Uh, James?" Jason skillfully intervened. "Can | ask a question?" 

"Uhuh, go ahead". 

"What happens when the paraffin runs out? Won't the wagon just stop?" 

"Well, you take spare cans along with you," James replied. 


"But what if you're going on a really long journey and you can't carry that many cans?" 


James had to think about that for a moment. Soon, an idea came to him. 


"You'd just.stop over at town and fill your cans at the general store. Or you could have special stopover 
points. A paraffin station! Like a train station but you get paraffin there instead". 


Lars shook his head. "That sounds weird. And flammable". 


"The paraffin at the paraffin stations would always be stored in flame-proof containers," James points out. 


With flame-proof pipes to deliver it safely into the storage container on the self-propelling wagon’. 


Lars frowned again. Jason assumed a neutral expression, so nobody could scold him. Kirk mumbled something 


about hungry squirrels. 

James fiddled with a button on his shirt. Finally, when the silence became uncomfortable, Jason spoke up. 
"So, how far have you got, James?" 

"Uhmn." 

"Working on the self-propelling wagon". 

"Ah! Well, | haven't started work on it yet," James said. "I've mainly been assembling the tools ready". 
"You've written the plans though, right?" Lars asked, pointing to the large sheet of paper. 


"Nah". James shook his head. "Those are lyrics to a song | was working on. Then some darned squirrel knocked 


over the ink bottle!" 

Kirk assumed a pained look, as if squirrels were the cause of all the evils in the universe. 

"No worries, | can remember the lyrics in here," James said, tapping his head. 

"James?" said Lars. 

"Yeah?" 

Why don't you just forget about this self-propelling wagon stuff and let's all go for a beer at the saloon?" 
Jason gasped. Kirk covered his mouth. James frowned, deep in thought once more. 


"You know what Lars?" 


"Yeah?" 
"That's actually a good idea. I'm pretty thirsty". 
Lars, Kirk and Jason heaved a collective sigh of relief. 


Twenty minutes later, the guys were in the cool of the local saloon, sitting round a table, drinking beer and 
laughing about the disaster of James's plan. 


'Self-propelling wagon! How would a crazy idea like that ever catch on?" Lars giggled. 


"Yeah! | guess the sun had really got to me this morning," James agreed. He took a gulp of beer. "Using 
paraffin to power a wagon, what the hell was | thinking!" 


Lars laughed again and Jason poured some more beer from the pitcher into his friends tankards. 

James grinned and nudged Kirk. "What do you say to peanut oil?" 

Kirk blinked, confused. "Huh?" 

"You know, powering a self-propelling wagon with peanut oil". 

It was a good job that Jason had already put the pitcher back down, otherwise he might have dropped it. 


Kirk gazed intently at James. Lars wondered if Kirk had enough sense to think up a reply that was witty 


enough avoid James's wrath but firm enough to avoid James crying him down. 

"James." A gleam appeared in Kirks' eyes. "You know what? That might just work!" 

Lars and Jason gasped. James beamed. 

"Awesome! It'd work like a charm, | just know it". 

"Yeah," Kirk agreed eagerly. "Peanut oil is much safer than paraffin Its not flammable at all". 
"And it smells good". 

"And peanuts are cheap and easy to grow!" 


"And, here Kirk, peanut stations! We could have peanut oil stations for when you needed to make a long journey 


and couldn't carry enough oil to last". 
Lars eyed Jason. Jason grinned sheepishly. 
Lars raised his eyebrows in an innocent manner. 


"Fancy starting up a squirrel farm, Jase?" 


The End 


